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And Hope to Yukon 


By Louis Stoeckle 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon — “When it comes to weather 


conditions, the Yukon is different from the rest of Canada,” warned 
the old-timer. “There are only two seasons in this neck of the woods. 
Winter and July.” The man knew we were Cheechakos. 
In this land of the midnight sun, the month of March brings 
activity and new hope. In summer the bush becomes alive with lynx, | 
bear, and wolverine — and that insidious scourge of the North —| 
the black fly. Moose, grizzly bears, and mountain sheep, and the | 
rugged scenic beauty, lure tourists along the Alaska Highway into} 
a country rich in the wonders of God’s pallet. | 
It Grows On Trees (hammering, sawing, planing and| 

The native once again feasts on| planning. The Oblate Father be- 
beaver, gopher, grouse, raspberry | comes a carpenter, an electrician, 
and the succulent Salmon-Trout. |a roofer. Once his mission is com- 
In the towns, building construct-|pleted, and when he is not occu- 
ion comes to life, accelerates, and | pied with his pastoral duties, the 
comes to a climax in mid-summer. | Father’s versatility finds expres- 
Though the long sunny days are|sion in baking, cooking, hunting 


O Lady of Hope 


\ 


Acti. 
sce 





radiant with wild flowers, they are |and fishing. These are not con- 
lived in the shadow of the winter |sidered as hobbies or sports, but 
to come. as means of survival. 

Winter! That inexorable task- | Privileges Shared 
master drains the last calories) As lay-missionaries, the staff of 
from a man’s wood pile. Last year, | Maryhouse are privileged to share 


LADY OF HOPE 
PRAY FOR US 


By 
Mary Pennefather 





the men who came to us in need/in the apostolate of the Yukon. 
generously spent many hours|;Would you too like to share in 








with Maryhouse staff and volun-/this work in a very tangible and 
teers cutting the winter’s supply practical way? Then here is a 
of cord-wood. By October, we had|suggestion for you to act upon: 





Recently I received a novena 


leaflet in honor of OUR LADY 


amassed thirty-five cords of pine | send tools to the missions, tools| OF HOPE. On the cover is a pic- 


and spruce logs. Eddie Doherty of every description. Or 
was once overheard to say, “The /still, send them directly to Mary- 
way they burn wood in this house, | house, via T. Eaton Co. We shall | 
you would think it grew on trees.” |be glad to distribute them. The| 

Apropos, the feeding of four-|missionaries may HAVE to work | 
foot logs into Brother Furnace|jalone; the least we can do is 


dear to me, 


better | ture in black and white showing 
|}a statue of the 
| Mary holding a fairly large cruci-|t0 understand what they are see- | 
fix in front of her. 


Blessed Virgin 


This picture has become very 
because it makes 


how important Holy Week is to 
our souls; and he knows further 
|that we must be on hand for the 
| services if we are going to get the 
‘full benefit of grace from them. 
‘Something had to be done to 
| make this possible for the major- 
|ity of people. 

| He did not see fit to make them 
| holydays of obligation again. But 


Easter Vigil Service 
Will Find A Welcome 


By Catherine de Hueck 


The Western World rejoices, as well it may, at the return of 


he did think that a change of time 
| for the services, from the morning 
| to the evening hours, would make 


the Easter Vigil Service. The faithful as yet do not know quite what 


that means 


except perhaps those few liturgically minded ones, 


who have been praying and hoping for it. 


|a big difference. And since he had 
| already, in 1953, made that won- 
| derful change to allow evening|exceeding gladness... for the Fe 
|Mass, he knew the people would}Love triumphant, love that conqu 
not be jarred by changing the/Paradise once more to man. 
| Holy Week services to the evening | Solemn Preparation 
| hours. So that is what he has now| How familiar to me is every 
|done, and it will be so from NOW| word of the new Easter Vigil 
on. |Service! How many cherished 
The Right Time |memories it brings from the days | 
Another thing the Pope knew: | of Holy Russia. There — and then | 
that the people will like the even-|—- EASTER, AND EASTER A- 
ing hours better for these services,, LONE, WAS THE FEAST OF 
once they get used to it, since} FEASTS. And Lent was a deep! 
those were the hours in which the | solemn preparation for it. 
events of the Lord’s Passion and| In my “Russian Yesterdays” I 
Death took place. He knew it will|described at length the fastings, 
appeal to their devotion to come the prayers, the whole spiritual 
together and take part in the/and factual “keeping or observing | 
services at the same hour as the|of the Lenten season,” in pre- 
Lord had His Last Supper, or died | Communist Russia. Today I want | 
upon the Cross, or rose from the|to speak only about the THREE) 
dead. 'GREAT LAST DAYS OF LENT! 
| Now it is one thing to get people}. . . HOLY THURSDAY, GOOD) 
|to come in greater numbers by | FRIDAY AND HOLY SATURDAY. | 
| changing the time of the services |These are so vividly etched in my | 
|for their convenience. But it is|memory that nothing ever will 
| quite a different thing to get them |erase them, and I know that the| 
same will happen to the present} 
generation, once they “enter” into | 
the very heart of our Holy Faith. | 
Holy Week began, in oid Russia, 


store for all western Catholics. I 








ing and hearing when they are| 
ithere. Here again many things 
had happened in the course of the | 


I rejoice too. Only my joy is different, for I know what is in 


n truth, they will be glad, with 


ast of Feasts will sing to them of 


ers death and opens the gates of 

The washing finished, the Mass 
began. The Mass seemed special 
that night. The Gospels and the 
washing of the feet, had prepared 
the most illiterate present to place 
himself at the Last Supper. On 
that day indeed all understood 
also that THE PRIEST IS AN 
ALTER CHRISTUS. 

The Mass over, the _ silent 
crowds turned homeward, their 
slender candles still burning. The 
light of the Gospel was still in 
their hearts. 

Good Friday 

Good Friday. The long Mass of 
the Pre-Sanctified. Communion 
distributed to the Faithful. Then 
the doors of the tablernacle (icon- 
ostase) opened to signify empti- 
ness — the death of the Lord! 

Before the altar a silver coffin 
rested, covered with flowers, an 
emblem of the Tomb! Humanity 
praying before it! Again the dom- 
inating note was silence. The 
silence of love... of sharing... 


has reduced our wood pile to a 
state akin to non-existence. Good 
Franciscans that we are, we plan 
to spend _ several 
month of March preparing meals 
for Brother Furnace. He will, 
though, have to cook them him- 
self. 

Every year Oblate Missionaries, 
priests and brothers alike, spend 
long days preparing wood for 
their scattered missions. In addi- 
tion to a_ portable altar, the 
Bishop of Whitehorse gives the 
new missionary a tool-box. He 
soon becomes an advance student 
in the school of do-it-yourself. 

Very Few Priests 

In this extreme north-western 
part of the mainland of Canada, 
the Oblates of Mary Immaculate 
have been working for almost a 
century. The Yukon with 5.6 per 
cent of the total area of the Do- 
minion, has a scattered popula- 
tion of less than 10,000 people 
with only a few priests to serve 
the Catholic population. 

Distances present problems that 
require special attention. Every 
conceivable means of transporta- 
tion is utilized. Dog team and 
truck, bush plane and motor-boat 
are all brought into service. Mis- 
sions are set up wherever the need 
arises. In the more remote settle- 
ments, a simple log hut is usually 
sufficient. Frequently, however, a 
more modern structure must be 
erected. This entails several 
months of hard manual work for 
the missionary. 

Now begins a litany of digging, 
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days in the) 


supply them with the necessary 
tools. 

The priest at work in the Yukon 
. . the carpenter shop at Naz- 
areth. The two thoughts blend 
well aiid become one. The hidden 
life of Jesus is re-lived through 
His priests. Let us consider for a 
moment then, the God-Man ply- 
ing His trade in the work-shop of 
Joseph. Father Martindale, S.J., 
tells us that, “He learned and 
gradually performed His work as 
smith and carpenter in a town 
which, though small, was a very 
active one.” 

Many long hours must have 
been spent with Joseph in silent 
industry. 

Manual Labor 

During meals and in the quiet 
of the evenings, there was, we can 
imagine, leisure time to speak 
with Mary of God and the things 
of God. 

They must have discussed too, 
all those things we consider so 
much a part of our existence. The 
employment situation, the dignity 


immigrant. All these were of in- 
terest to the Holy Family. 

St. Joseph, as guardian of Jesus 
and Mary, was quite familiar with 
the problems facing the layman; 
those same questions that we deal 
with from day to day in the end- 
less struggle for Truth. It was not 
without good reason that the 
month of March was dedicated to 
Joseph, the Patron of the Univer- 
sal Church. 

For March 19th, the Christian 
Life Calendar has this to say: “It 
may be a smart idea to hunt up 
the litany of St. Joseph today; 
and, with a certain amount of 
gaan i kneel down and recite 
i ceP 

In doing so, remember Mary- 
house and the Oblates of Mary 
Immaculate. 





URGENT NEEDS 











If you have ANY OLD SINGLE 
BEDS OR COTS YOU DO NOT 
NEED .. . please send them to us. 
We are truly desperate for beds. 
Our Staff has increased by 17. 
(Isn’t Our Lady good to send us so 
many new vocations!) And our 
Summer School of Catholic Action 
will be upon us in a few months. 
BEDS AND MORE BEDS! SING- 
LE ONES! AND COTS! THEY 
ARE TRULY URGENTLY NEED- 
ED. Mattresses are welcomed, but 
not essential. We can sleep on 
straw mattresses and give ours to 
our guests. 

Don’t throw your old nylon 
stockings away. The ones with the 


with them 














(Continued on Page Four) 


of manual work, the plight of the} 


big or small runs. Send them to 
us. We make many useful things 
in our handicraft 


thoughts of courage grow in my 
mind. It seems almost as if Our 
Lady speaks to us, through Her! 
smile, and says, “Look, what I) 
have for you. Is not my gift) 
lovely?” 

Lovely and wondrously loving, 
too, because it represents Christ’s 
death on the cross to redeem ALL ' 
mankind for love of us. 

Before Christ died, He gave His 
Immaculate Mother to the whole 
human _ race to be our Mother 
ALWAYS. Christ gave ALL of 
Himself, and His Mother also, to 
us. Now, it is Our Lady, Our Hope, 
who gives Her crucifed Son to us. 

“O Holy Mother Mary, Our Lady 
of Hope, when we receive our 
crosses from the loving hands of; 
God, help us to grasp them fear- 
lessly and say with conviction, 
though facing the hard reality of 
life, ‘Sweet the nails and sweet 
the wood’.”’ 


The New Holy Week 


By Rev. Benedict Ehmann 

















You are surely curious about 
the changes which the Pope has 
ordered for Holy Week, starting 
this year. But you are probably 
just as concerned to know why 
these changes have been made. 
The Pope is very anxious that you 
should know, so will you kindly 
make yourself comfortable and 
settle down to find out in this 
little article? 

Up to a little over 300 years ago, 
Holy Thursday, Good Friday and 
Holy Saturday used to be holy- 
days of obligation, which meant 
that Catholics were under law to 
be present at the main services of 
those days. But in 1642 conditions 
were such that Pope Urban VIII 
changed that and they were no 
longer days of obligation. This 
surely must have meant that 
quite a few Catholics no longer 
attended the services of those 
days. One difficulty was that they 
were in the early morning, where- 
as in the first centures after Christ 
they were in the afternoon or 
evening. 

Too Many Too Busy 

In modern times, with factories 
and shops and stores all opens 
these days were hardly differen 
from any others. So it happened 
that the majority of the people did’ 
not, and probably could not, at- 
tend the great services. Often- 
times the Holy Saturday service, 
the most Dia welewag of the whole 
year, would begin in most places 
with the church practically 
empty. 

Now we all know what a spirit- 
ual man our Holy Father is and 
how deeply interested in the wel- 
fare of his world-wide flock. Better 











than anybody, the Pope knows’ 


» 


special power to do good for us 


centuries to make the Holy Week 
services more and more cumber- 


some and difficult of understand- | 


ing. 


in silence. A palpable, visible sil-|of a deep realization of the im- 
ence. The traffic seemed hushed. | mensity of the events thus unroll- 


All flags were at half-mast. The 
|city was decorated in mourning, 


led by the Bride of Christ, the 
Church, before mortal eyes. The 


So the new changes affect not|as for the death of an emperor.|re-living, with Christ, of His Pas- 


also a great deal of what the ser- 


ito a minimum. Women 


ipnly the time of the services, but} Buying and selling was ns ae for the people. 
were 


Many spent the night in vigil, 


vices contain. Quite a bit has been | clothed in black, and were jewel-| fasting, and prayer. 


eliminated, and a good deal of 
what remains is now rearranged, | 
so that the strong and simple pat- | 
tern which these services once had 


grasp. And also, some features} 
have been added which were never | 
there before: for instance, the 
beautiful renewal of baptismal 
promises during the Easter Vigil 
on Holy Saturday night. 

Kept In Mind 

You will be very pleased and 
inspired to know that all these 
changes have been guided by 
what is called a “pastoral’’ con- 
sideration. What does that mean? 
Simply, it means that you the 
people, were always being kept in 
mind during the planning of these 
changes. And mention of the 
faithful who are present occurs 
ever sO many times in the new 
Holy Week missal. The priest is to 
face the people when he blesses 
the palms on Palm Sunday and 
the baptismal water on Holy Sat- 
urday night. The people are to 
march in the palm procession. 
They are to sing with the choir 
the beautiful GLORIA LAUS. 
They are to make the responses 
to the priest. They are to come up 
and kiss the Cross at the Good 
Friday service. They are to be 
given the wonderful privilege — 
a new one — of receiving Holy 
Communion on Good Friday. 
They are to renew their baptismal 
promises at the Easter Vigil, and 
to sing the first Alleluia of the 
Eastertide after the priest at the 
Vigil Mass. 

All this shows us clearly that 
the changes were made chiefly 
for the benefit of the people. It is 
very likely that you are a devout 
Catholic or you probably would not 
be reading this article. Being de- 
vout then in your mind and heart, 
won’t you try to correspond with 
this tremendous wonderful thing 
which our wonderful Holy Father 
has done for all of us, and try to 
be present? He tells us that the 
services of Holy Week have a 


and bring grace flooding into our 
souls. If you are present and try- 
ing to take an active part with 
eager attention, you will discover 
not only how beautiful is the new 
Holy Week, but also how you 
yourselves will gain a new feeling 
about your religion and will be- 
come like new men and women. 
And that would be exactly what 
the Pope wants: new men and 
women by means of the new Holy 


iless. Men wore sombre garments. 
All work ceased in the house ex- 
cept the vital and needed ones. 
Silence, fasting, prayer, filled 


ris again visible and simple to|nights and days. 


Holy Thursday 

Slowly Monday, Tuesday and 
Wednesday passed, preparing the 
way for the rest of the week. 
Solemn days! Hushed days! Ex- 
pectant days! And then Holy 
Thursday was upon us. It seemed 
as if on that day men began to 
hold their breath. Churches were 
filled with never-ending throngs, 
praying, going to confession, pray- 
ing some more. 

Then came the swift early dark- 
ness. Around five or six o’clock 
from every direction, filling main 
thoroughfares, and all the streets 
and alleyways, came men, women 
and children. Silent throngs wend- 
ing their slow way to various 
churches. Everybody holding a 
glass or china candle holder with 
a blessed candle, narrow and slim, 
in it. Unlighted. 

In silence, reverently, they en- 
tered the churches of their choos- 
ing. There being no pews, big 
crowds could be accommodated 
standing up. At six, or earlier, the 
reading of the Gospels (the Pas- 
sion of Christ) was begun. Almost 
immoblie, in reverent silence the 
crowds listened, crossed themsel- 
ves, bowed, listened again. Now all 
their candles were lighted and the 
Church glowed in soft candle 
light. 

An Upper Room 

The Gospels read, the bishop 
(or priest) came out on a dais 
already prepared, on which was 
a table and stools. Sitting there, 
were twelve poor men chosen at 
random from the city’s streets. 
The washing of the feet began, 
the priest kneeling before each 
pauper. 

The faithful prayed — silently 
watching. There was a strange 
immense quality to those prayers 
and that silence. The crowds 
were transported — one knew 
without knowing—unto an upper 
room in Jerusalem. 


Holy Saturday 

Holy Saturday. The great day 
of FASTING. One slender meal of 
vegetables. Butterless bread. Tea 
or water. 

With the falling of the dark... 
again silent crowds. But now the 
city already looked festive. Gone 
was the mourning bunting. The 
flags were at full mast. Gay lan- 
terns hung between lamp posts, 
to be lighted at midnight. And the 
silence of the crowd had a differ- 
ent quality. It was the silence of 
expectation instead of sorrow. 

The blessing of the New Fire. 
Christ's Splendor! The blessing of 
the Paschal Candle. The Proces- 
sion. The Easter Hymns. The 
Prophecies. The Litany of the 
Saints, interrupted for the Bless- 
ing of the Bapiismal Water. The 
second Part of the Litany com- 
pleted. 

In Russia, after this if time per- 
mitted, Matins and Lauds were 
'said in common. Then Mass. Mid- 
inight Mass — where it belongs. 
|With a long interruption for the 
|kiss of peace. The kiss of peace 
|this time is also the kiss of joy 
|... the outward expression of the 
\inward “alleluia.” 
| The priest after giving it to the 
‘deacons and the choir, now turns 
and gives it, one by one, to ALL 
THE FAITHFUL. And they in 
turn give it to their neighbors. 

Easter Sunday 

It is dawn when the vast joyous 
crowds come home. Walking 
through gaily-lit streets. Thous- 
ands of church bells ringing their 
musical ALLELUIAS. 

Now for the feast’s completion! 
The gay consumption of liturgical 
food, which tastes as no other food 
does. 

Yes, the Western world rejoices 
at the proper restoration of the 
Easter Liturgy. The proper cele- 
bration of the FEAST OF 
FEASTS. 

People here shall “‘see’” with 
their eyes and “touch” with their 
hands, the splendor of the Lord, 
‘understanding, at last, how 
!much He loved us! 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Deep is Lent. Who of us is ready to probe its 
depths? 

Poignant are the days of Lent—poignant with 
the incredible story of God’s love for man! Love. death, 
and life, slowly weave their crown of joy and glory— 
hour by hour, day by day, through the season of Lent. 





EDDIES OF 1956 


By Eddie Doherty 











Moise Franswa is dead. Dead 
and buried, and sadly missed in 
Madonna House. Moise, as so 
many visitors to Madonna House 
know, was an Algonquin Indian, 
the only one in Combermere. And 
he was an extraordinary figure to 
the little boys who came here dur- 
ing the summer months with their 
parents. 

Their little eyes always grew 
big when they first caught sight 
of the gentle old man and his 
tough old dog Tippy. “A real In- 
dian? Ma, is he really an Indian? 
Honest, is he?” 

The Lost Thrill 


with him, and now and then 


Never had any little boy known 


any boy know such a thrill again. 
Moise was a very old man. He 





Does the poignancy, the joy, the glory, and the 
pain of these tremendous days impenetrate us? So that 
our cold unfeeling hearts open their tightly shut doors 


and let the song of Lent enter, allowing our own souls 
to become part of it? 

Or do we go about our business of “selling and 
buying” . . . unmindful, unheedful of God’s life... . 


God’s love .. . God’s death . . . FOR LOVE OF US? 
The pity of it! The stark, naked pity of it! 


In His day, men took sides. Some were against 
Him... some for. Today a pitiful minority follows 
Him from the Olive Garden of Gethsemani, through 
the darkened streets of Jerusalem, from one court to 
another, to the flagellating post, and on upwards 
through narrow cobbled streets to the Hill of the 
Skulls. 


Only a pitiful minority stays there to see Him 
laid in the Tomb. The rest either know Him not, or 
do not care about Him, or hate Him more violently 
than any mob could then. 


O tragic and foolish generation . . . that knows 
not its salvation! No wonder our age suffers from all 
forms of neuroses! 


We are insecure, for we reject ultimate security 
—CHRIST AND HIM CRUCIFIED. We are full of fears. 
For we are a loveless generation. And only PERFECT 
LOVE CASTS OUT ALL FEARS. 


We are moorless, for we built our houses and 
lives upon sand instead of upon the ROCK OF 
CHRIST AND HIS CHURCH. 


We are eternally seeking a goal, a reason for 
our very existence, and not finding any, for we have 
made unto ourselves a God, an idol, the idol of SELF. 
And falling down we adore it. Thus we become lost, 
for we reject TRUTH, WHO IS GOD. And thus we lose 
LOVE. 


Naturally, we lose all sense of direction, all 
goals, all reasons for living—for we have been created 
to LOVE THE LORD OUR GOD, AND OUR NEIGH- 
BORS AS OURSELVES. 


Discarding God and neighbors, loving only self, 
we die from hunger .. . spiritual hunger. 





The living dead are restless, for no grave yet 
awaits them... except the one they dug themselves. 


Yet neuroses can be cured so easily, emptiness 
can be filled, restlessness can become quiet, peace can 
be found, joy can be embraced, happiness can be 
achieved, if only we have the courage to enter the 
depths of LENT. 


Let us make our own its poignancy . . . weave 
a crown of our pain, sorrows, needs, urges . . . and 
lifting it up lovingly, make it part and parcel of His. 
Let us walk every step of His Passion with Him, shar- 
ing it to the last bitter drop .. . loving back with pas- 
sion and utter abandonement... the Lord Who loved 
us unto death. Then, for us too, death will become life. 
And we shall know that JOY THAT SURPASSES ALL 
UNDERSTANDING. 


If we still fear ... then let us take the hand 
of Mary, who saw the crib turn into the Cross... and 
bread and wine become the Body and Blood of Her 
Son — and God’s. 


She knows the way. She knows every second of 
the days we call now Lenten Days. Let us go to her, 
and ask her to share with us their depths and heights. 


Then the Mater Dolorosa will open to us the 
doors of the Resurrection and Life everlasting. 














papers render today — to family, 
Church and State alike — an all 
but indispensable service. Only let 
it be kept alert to the sense of 
human solidarity in joy and pain, 
and free of moral taint at its 


Pope and Press 











“ ... We trust your conviction 


‘caught fish in a net, and sold 
ithem to 
Ontario. ; 
| But he was more often seen in 
ithe Church — or at Madonna 


'House — than in his shack. Hel|f 


idid lots of work around the 
iChurch, and around the rectory 
‘of Fr. Pat. Dwyer. He loved this 
lsort of work, 
‘attend Mass. 
Not Too Bad 

Some months ago he got a stone 
splinter in his eye, and after that 
he began to seem much older than 
he was; 
pace; and to take a much longer 
time than usual before answering 
any question. The nurses at Ma- 
donna House treated him every 
day, and often induced him to 
remain for a cup of tea, or a wedge 
of pie — or even for dinner or 
supper. 

He was a shy man, and speech 
came unreadily from him. 

“How are you today, Moise?” 
one would ask. If he felt worse 
than usual he would say, “Well, 
now, not too good.” But if he felt 
at all better, he would say, “Well, 
now, not too bad.” 

We liked having him here. He 
was so quiet, so attentive. And he 
was so reverent in the chapel. The 








Sometimes they went fishing|® 


Moise would show them how to|@ 
hook a big bass or even a pike.|- 


such a thrill. Ah! and never will |' 


didn’t know himself how old he); 
was. We judged him about eighty || 
or more. He was tall and well}; 
built, and he had the merest hint |; 
of a mustache on his nice round || 
|copper-colored face. He lived in a// 
tiny shack down the river. He); 


various restaurants inj 


to walk with a slower|# 


stands—and Moise was a descend- 
ant of the first couple baptized. 

Moise never denied there might 
be some truth in that legend. He 
never admitted there was any 
truth in it either. 

Yet he lived as though the 
legend had got twisted in its 
passage down the centuries. He 
lived as though it were his ances- 
tors who had brought God to the 
knowledge of white people — who 
had never heard of Him before! 

Father Pat, in his sermon at 
the funeral Mass, summed up 
Moise in three words. ‘This Chris- 
tian gentleman.” 

“And with his passing,” he said, 
“an era and a generation passes.” 


MOISE 











and he loved to| Si 





An Urbanite 


In Combermere 
By Larry Kickham 











The road leading from Barry’s 
Bay to the little village of Com- 
bermere slithers through the 
shivering countryside, dipping 
now and then to unveil a majestic 
sweep of rolling hills with great 
green pines peeping through their 
snowy wraps. Here and there the 
road wanders aimlessly around a 
graceful lake, still and gray in 
its frozen bed. 





young people, dreaming of the day 
when they may be lay mission-| 
aries among the Indians — like| 
the kids in the Yukon — saw a’ 


As I drove off the main high- 
way onto the winding road lead- 
ing to Madonna House my mind 
rolled back through the years. It 








THE GLORIOUS MYSTERIES 


By Catherine Doherty 








symbol in the Indian’s presence,|had been a dozen years or more 
an augury for the future. “| since I had last seen her. She was 
Man And Dog ‘the Baroness de Hueck then and 

Moise’s dog was as well known! had stood, a lonely figure, on the 
in Madonna House as the man Stage of a huge auditorium speak- 
himself. Whenever we saw the ing before a critical audience of 
animal we knew Moise was near. | College men. A handsome blonde 


that a free press must justify its 
pretension to public acclaim by 
its unfeigned esteem for moral 
values, rather than by its concern 
for the technical perfection of its 
product. 

“...It is to bear prudently in 
mind that publishing and journal- 
ism are much more than a busi- 
ness or trade. As We have had 
frequent occasion to note before, 
books and magazines and news- 





source — that is, the mind and 
heart of author, reporter, and 
editor — and you need not hesi- 
tate to call it a spiritual service, 
the substance of a providential 
career or vocation to be ranged 
proudly in line with the teacher’s 
‘art of arts’.” 


. Pope Pius XII 
To the Canadian 
Women’s Press Club, 
2nd July, 1955 


- 


Likewise, whenever we saw Moise, 
we knew the dog was close by. 

Some months ago the dog be- 
came blind. But it still kept its 
proud place in the prow of Moise’s 
motor boat, or followed confident- 
ly at his heels when he came down 
the road. Outside Madonna House, 
in the summer, it would grope its 
way to this little boy, or that — 
sometimes bumping into lawn 
chairs or tables it could not see. 

“What’ll happen when that dog 
dies?” one little boy asked. 

“Then I guess Moise will die 
too,” another answered. 

And that was exactly the way it 
went. 

The blind dog died. Moise, al- 
most blind, did not survive him 
long. 

Many Long Walks 

“The dog and I go together,” he 
used to say to motorists who 
stopped at his signal, when he was 
hitch-hiking to Barry’s Bay. “If 
you won’t take the dog, you can’t 
take me.” and many a time he 
walked a dozen miles or more be- 
cause nobody would take his dog. 

It will seem weird, this summer, 
not to hear his outboard motor 
coming down the Madawaska, 
Tippy in the prow. That motor 
was part of our summer too, as 
essential a part, almost, as man 
and dog. 

The Legion Post added a mili- 
tary touch to the funeral, for 
Moise had been a soldier in the 
first world war. And, as the bugler 
sounded the last sad notes we 
could imagine the old man put- 
putting down the magic river of 
death into the portals of heaven. 
We could imagine St. Peter greet- 
ing him, “Moise, I hope you'll like 
the place we’ve arranged for you.” 
We could imagine Moise answer- 
me Bi af gg it won’t be too 

ad, ess, my dog Tippy’s 
thate’® gu y dog Tippy 

Death Of A Legend 

There was something of a 
legend connected with Moise. One 
of the early Jesuit martyrs, ac- 
cording to this legend, rhaps 
Fr. Brebeuf, converted the first 
Algonquins on the - pow- wow 





woman of large stature, her rich, 
vibrant voice swelled out over the 
audience completely captivating 
it with her tremendous vitality. 

As my car pulled into the 
driveway of Madonna House, be- 
side the gently curving Madawas- 
ka, I wondered if the years had 
changed her; if her passion for 
souls flamed as brightly here in 
the Canadian back-bush as it had 
in the teeming tenements of Har- 
lem. I thought of all those whose 
lives had touched hers and who 
were never quite the same again. 

These and many other thoughts 
crowded in upon my memory as 
the blue door leading into Ma- 
donna House swung open for me. 
There stood the “‘B” sweeping me 
up in the big, warm, beaming em- 
brace of welcome that awaits all 
who cross her threshold. 

For Mercy’s Sake! 

The next morning I was jolted 
out of my reverie; and the strug- 
gle to turn me into a rustic began. 
I was taken in town by one Dick 
Parker who holds the rather pon- 
derous title of “Director of the 
Men’s Department.” Upon learn- 
ing that he was a fellow Bostonian 
I felt an immediate cultural rap- 
port and envisaged long after- 
noons in front of the fireplace dis- 
cussing the impact of the Irish of 
South Boston on the Brahmins of 
Beacon Hill, and other subjects 
dear to the hearts of all Boston- 
ians. 

Mr. Parker had different ideas 
and immediately assigned me to 
the “Agricultural Department.” 
A more unlikely candidate would 
be hard to come by. As luck would 
Hab an this department was 

eaded by a smiling, happy- 
lucky Nova Scotian Siinad anle 
MacDonnell who had done a stint 
in the Harlem Friendship House. 
His patience and tact in dealing 
with the outlandish antics of a 
typical urbanite turned loose in 
the field of animal husbandry was 
far above and beyond the call of 
duty. 

He even managed an air of 
restrained hysteria when he found 
me standing in the middle of the 
chicken coop waving a rake as I 











ground where the parish hall now 


(Continued on Page Four) 


The Resurrection 
The pit, they call it. 
A strange, fearsome place. 
There, men, women, 
And sometimes children, 
Are buried in the tomb of madness 
And despair... 
The night is dark, 
The flat is small, 
The coffin large, 
And her beloved lies dead 
Within its narrow frame; 
And she— 
She follows him 
Like dead do dead, 
Into the tomb of grief and sorrow... 
The empty house is dead, 
Its emptiness a tomb. 
Alone, the chair she rocks 
Makes sounds 
That weep and echo 
In the empty rooms. 
A little while ago 
The rooms were full 
Of laughter and of love, 
But now there is silence, 
Broken by a creaking, rocking chair. 
The tomb of memories 
Is the dwelling place 
Of her who rocks. . 
And yet, behold, 
There is a resurrection, 
For lo, the door of pits is opened 
And the mind is whole again. 
Coffins get buried with their dead— 
The resurrection of a heart 
That loves again 
Is there for all to see, 
And a new love fills the empty house, 
And a new child laughs within its walls. 
And into the hands 
Of those who went into the tomb 
And came forth again, 
The Mother of the resurrected Christ 
Places a bead of irridescent light 
Of faith. i 


The Ascension 


The laugh was loud, 

The body arched, 

And the desire in men’s eyes 
Undressed the half-naked singer, 
And wrapped her in their lust... 
Against a drizzly night 

Blending with the mist, 

With feet poised for the jump, 

A man stood looking at the river 
Flowing beneath the bridge... 

In a scented country lane 

A girl, half a woman, half a child, 
Listened to the blandishments 

Of a man-about-town ... 

And the depths become deeper 

As these three fell into them, 

Yet behold the miracle of their ascension— 
A Carmelite weeps beneath a crucifix; 
A white-clad monk chants Matins 
In a cold, empty church; 

And a little lay sister 

Works diligently 

In scrubbing floors; 

And over them, 

Rising, 

Mounting, 

Is the ascending Lord 

Drawing them after Him. 

He somehow lifts them 

Unto the mystic heights 

From which He went from earth, 
And there on the pinnacles they scaled 
Stands our Lady, 

Rosa Mystica, 

And into their outstretched hands 
She lays just one bead 

Pure white, 

The color of orange blossoms 

In full bloom. 


The Descent of the Holy Ghost 


The coolie, bending double 

Under the load, 

Slowly wends his way 

Through tortuous and dirty streets, 
Somewhere in China... 

A fellah patiently makes 

An irrigation ditch 

Under the broiling sun of Egypt... 

A tired mother 

Somewhere on earth 

In a ramshackle hut 

Gives suck to her infant... 

A weary missionary 

Trudges slowly 

Behind a tired dog-team, 

Cut by the frozen snow... 

In some city basement 

Youth dances to a blaring gramophone .. . 
And suddenly from nowhere 

And everywhere 

A mighty wind is heard 

Descending, 

And with its-fire and its freshness 
Renewing all the earth. 

And tongues of flame, unseen by men 
Are falling, falling, 

Unto the coolie— 

Who straightens out 

And whose load becomes featherweight. 
The fellah suddenly 

Has the strength of ten. 

The tired mother 

Who barely had milk for one 

Now gives suck 

To a neighbor’s orphan son. 

And so it seems 

Tongues of fire 

Flame up from the hearts of men 

To meet the tongue of fire 

That descends from the heart of God; 
And each, in his own fashion, 

Becomes an apostle to other men. ry 
And our Lady, quietly drops a bead 
The color of all fires eae 
Ever seen by men. : aS 
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Looking over the past years, it 
occurred to me that I had never 
tried to explain to you, dear 
friends and readers, our financial 
set-up in detail. 

True, twice a year, you get a 
begging letter from us... and all 
through the years you get little 
requests from Madonna House for 
this or that... and your gener- 
osity overwhelms us, for you truly 
answer so graciously and warmly 
every appeal of ours for funds. 
Yet, I am not sure that you have 
a clear idea as to where the money 
goes — except through those year- 
ly and rather complicated finan- 
cial statements we publish in 
Restoration. 

So, here I am, hoping you do 
not mind my womanly way of 
telling about money. 

The Training Center 

Let us begin with Madonna 
House itself. It fulfills two distinct 
purposes. First it is a Rural Apos- 
tolate, which means that it is like 
either of our branches (Edmonton 
and Whitehorse) working among 
people, witnessing by presence, 
restoring the world to Christ by 
living a special way of life, and 
doing special works. This part of 
our apostolate here is manned by 
members of our Apostolate called 
Staff Workers. They head its vari- 
ous departments and attend to its 
various works and needs. 

Madonna House works in the 
Rural Community it lives in. The 
Madonna House Training Center 
trains future lay apostles for the 
world. The Staff Worker Appli- 
cants, our name for our proba- 
tioners, live here and train on 


the job. Which means they spend |as well as “dentist and doctors 
in academic|trips,’” come to us. WE NEVER 


part of their time 
training; part in the practical, 
active work of the departments; 
thus learning, as they go, the 
whole of the Apostolate. 

Thirty Or Forty Or 

Beside the regular members of 
the Staff and the probationers, we 
also are hosts to Visiting Volun- 
teers, young people interested in 
the Apostolate, but not ready yet 
to join it... wanting to “live with 
it” for a while. Guests form the 
fourth group. They may be priests 
convalescing, or resting for a 
while. They may be young people 
sent to us by priests, or doctors, 
for one reason or another. Our 
hospitality embraces them grate- 
fully, they too are part of the 
apostolate we are engaged in. 
Often the last group is destitute. 
We are happy to provide their 
needs free. Where else could they 

0? 

Thus the “population” of Ma- 
donna House is constantly fluc- 
tuating. Just now, counting Eddie 
and myself, our resident chaplain, 
the Staff and probationers, two 
guest priests, two Visiting Volun- 
teers, and one lay guest, we are 36. 
Tomorrow we may be forty or 
forty-five. Only Mary, the gracious 
mother of God, can foretell, for 
she it is who brings them. 

All of us must have three meals 
a day. That is the first place your 
money goes. For food. We are 
careful. Truly we are. Our meals 
cost us around 10 cents a meal. 
Not too much is it, for healthy 
young appetites? True, we reduce 
the expenditures by gathering 
wild berries and fruits in the 
summer months, by growing 
much ourselves and by keeping 
cows, pigs, and chickens... Still 
TEN CENTS per meal is the best 
we can do. It mounts, even at that 
price, to many hundred dollars 
a year, when you consider the 
numbers. 

Wood, Oil, And Books 

There is FUEL. Ever spend a 
long winter in northern Canada? 
If you have, you know that FUEL 
is of the essence. We heat the 
houses with wood . . . and oil. We 
are trying hard to reduce the cost 
of wood, learning to cut some our- 
selves. But it is not easy. So, in 
the meantime, we buy. The cost of 
wood, to heat a furnace, a kitchen 
stove, and a fireplace, amounts to 
about $300 to $400 a year. The oil 
is ever so much more, cut it down 
as we try. Our house temperature 
is never over 65 in the day. At 
night it is between 50 and 55. Still 
the cost of oil for a huge central 
house and five smaller ones is 
opproximately a thousand dollars. 

There are business letters. 
These are truly kept at a min- 
imum. But the Library is an ex- 
pense — our unique CATHOLIC 
LIBRARY BY MAIL, the only one, 
so far as we know, in Canada. It 
reaches to the very outposts of 
our vast and immense land, bring- 
ing good Catholic books to the 
Arctic regions, the forgotten ham- 
lets, and the little one-roomed 
school houses that still dot our 
back-bush and distant prairie 
lands. 

The Word of God “speaks again” 
through them. The subscription 
price is ONLY ONE DOLLAR A 
YEAR .. . specially low as all can 
subscribe . . . barely covering the 
paper and twine needed to pack 
them. The readers have no post- 
age to pay — such is the postal 


° 
. 





ruling of the Canadian Govern- 
ment. We must pay. It is a lower 
rate, true; still rather high for 
us. And also we must keep buying 
books. About $800 goes into that. 
With all other expense, plus post- 
age, we spend from $1200 to 
$1500 a year to bring God in the 
printed word to those hungry for 
Him. , 
FOR THIS WE EXIST. 


Canon Law and Secular 
tutes. 

As we told you last month, 
are still studying every day and 
are really getting a bang out of 
the course this year, as it is so 
well organized and the subjects 
are so interesting. 


Insti- 


we 


And of course you know as well 


as we do that it is Lent. We try 


About 4c To Us 


many! Electricity! Bottled gas! 


Office supplies! Medical aid to 


to offer up our work and study 
to melt the fat, flabby nails of 
indifference and tepidity by which 
our dear Savior is mystically nail- 


Our Social service Department 
expenditures! Telephone! There is 
also the furnishing of our new and 
increasing houses. We just finish- 
ed building and furnishing a 
kitchen wing. This will allow us 


ed to the cross in 1956 as a priest 
friend suggested we do. 


Could we invite you, by your 


prayers and mortifications, to join 
us in this work of reparation and 
atonement? 





to receive, and help, and _ feed 
more people. You see how it is. 
Hundreds of dollars pile up and 
up. Right now, we are overdrawn 
at the bank some $500 or more. 
The needs of the poor encompass 
us. Yet we rejoice, that at least 





we who man this Apostolate use 


TO SACRIFICE 
IS TO LOVE 


By 
Rev. John T. Callahan 








but an infinitely small part of the 
money. Our accountant tells us 
somewhere between three to four 
cents goes to us out of your don- 
ated dollar. The rest goes to those 


The Christian Church finds 


observance of Lent, 


itself leading faithful souls in the 
annual 


en- 


who need it most. 


SO GLAD. 

Cars may be a luxury at times. 
Here they are a vital necessity. 
Our nearest railway station, our 
shopping centre, our dentist and 
our doctor are TWELVE MILES 
AWAY, at Barry’s Bay. Our near- 
est Red Cross Hospital is 39 miles 
away, at Bancroft. The general 
hospitals are 70 miles away, in 
Renfrew or Pembroke. 

WE HAVE THE ONLY AMBUL- 





ANCE for miles around. So most 
all sick calls and hospital trips, 


’ 


CHARGE FOR THEM. It is part 
of our apostolate, for few could 
afford to pay. If you add to this 
that we represent the St. John 
Ambulance and cover some 30 
miles of the Highway — being on 
call night and day for first aid — 
you will get an idea — of our gas, 
oil and repair bills for cars. 

And though we do much of the 
repair work ourselves, the amount 
grows continually. More and more 
folks in need know about us... 
until now our auto-maintenance 
costs us the immense total of 
$3,000 a year. 

Should we cut this item? I can- 
not bring myself even to think 
about it. Can you? 

Postage. Here is an immense 

hidden item! The apostolate of 
Letters, in our case, is truly mir- 
aculous. The tired, the lonely, the 
lost, the afraid . . . friends and 
readers ... all write. I answer 
according to our accountant, some 
TEN TO FIFTEEN THOUSAND 
LETTERS PER YEAR. 
Our Lady seems to use me, a 
poor instrument, even to help 
people to come into the Church 
via mail. 

Many seem to find solace and 
help in writing to a loving and 
understanding stranger, who con- 
siders every letter an immense 
privilege and joy, and who won- 
ders why God is so good as to 
allow her a share in this aposto- 
late of consolation and help. 





Combermere Diary 











We presume you know that St. 
Ann’s Farm, situated about three 
miles from Madonna House, has 
had to be employed this year as 
a supplementary dormitory for 
the overflow of our Staff Worker 
Applicants, who number 17. 

Our summer guests would not 
recognize it in its wintertime 
garb. 

To celebrate the opening of our 
January semester, 15 of the group 
had a real wing-ding snow party 
there of a Sunday afternoon, with 
toboggans and skis and skates — 
and even an experimental card- 
board carton sled, which we 
found sometimes worked. 

Ice And Hot Tea 

Some of the group, who came 
from the city, were amazed at 
being able to walk the length and 
breadth of a mile or so on the 
ice of Bennet Lake. Piping hot tea 
in St. Patrick’s Cabin of the Cana 
Colony made a wonderful close to 
the afternoon. 

On January 20th, Larry Kick- 
ham, erstwhile Volunteer in the 
Washington, D.C., Friendship 
House, left here after a pleasant 
stay of a few weeks, to act as a 
Visiting Volunteer at Marian 
Center in Edmonton. 

Again our Lady gave three of 
our friends the grace to make 
their total Act of Consecration, or 
of Slavery according to St. Louis 
de Montfort, in our chapel. 

Washington Friends 

On January 22nd, Dick Parker 
drove to the Ottawa Airport to 
welcome Fr. John McGrath of the 
Catholic University of America, 
anl Jim Guinan, the Director of 
the Washington, D.C., Friendship 
House, who spent a very pleasant 
week with us. And we truly en- 





joyed Father’s lectures concerning 


A small overhead he tells us. 
The smallest he knows. WE ARE 


deavoring to teach the salutary 
lessons of abnegation and abstin- 
ence, of prayer and penance, of 
sacrifice and self-denial. It is a 
|hard message to make reach the 
|ears of a world deafened by adver- 
|tising, by radio, and by a search 
'for pleasure. As Christ said, 
|““There are none so blind as those 
who will not see, there are none 
so deaf as those who will not hear. 
|Let him who has ears to hear, 
| listen.’”’ And Christ’s word is, ‘‘Un- 
iless you do penance, you shall 
| likewise perish.” 
Love — Sacrifice 

| Do you think we could ever 
‘correct our thinking until finally 
|we had it around to the point of 
view that sacrifice is in reality an 
act of love? I think that possibly 
we might get a good springboard 
for the idea if we briefly consid- 
ered mother-love. A good mother 
loves her child with that deep 
innate instinct that God has given 
her. 

And so the unnumbered duties 
that she is called upon to perform 
for her child, the baths, the 
diapers, the feedings, the infinite 
| patience in teaching it to walk, to 
| talk, the hours spent during sick- 
ness, the trips to obtain what it 
needs, the giving of her time, her 
interest, her care, her sleep — 
these she does not compute be- 
cause they are a labor of love, and 
yet in reality they are a giving of 
herself, a giving up often of her 
desires and her wishes. And a 
giving-up of something is exactly 
what we mean by sacrifice. 

So we can truly say that a 
mother sacrifices herself for her 
child, not only in small things, 
but often in great things. And so 
we see that her sacrifices are in- 
deed acts of love. 

A Divine Example 

Now this is exactly the mental- 
ity that the Christian should 
bring to self-sacrifice and _ self- 
denial. His Lord has told him that 
penance and _ self-sacrifice are 
necessary. His Lord has set the 
example. He fasted for forty days 
in the desert. 

So the christian is held to pen- 
ance and self-sacrifice. But he 
should try to learn that in giving 
up things, such as excessive food, 
or social entertainment, for a 
brief few weeks each year, that he 
should give these up cheerfully 
for the good of his soul, for the 
glory of God; and that this giving 
up of his desires and his wishes 
be really motivated by love, by the 
first and great commandment of 
the law which is the core of Chris- 
tianity — to love God with his 
whole heart, soul, and strength. 

Thus he sees that his sacrifices 
are in reality petty things, his dis- 
comfort puny and passing, and 
but paltry tokens of a repayment 
of love for love to a Savior who 
loved and gave even unto death. 
“Greater love than this no man 
hath, that a man lay down his 
life for his friends.” And He in 
truth did lay down His life, and 
on a cross. 

Quicken The Spirit 

But the small sacrifices, per- 
formed as acts of love to an all- 
good, an all-merciful, and an all- 
loving God, are only part of the 
program of these Lenten days. 
The fasting of the body, and the 
elimination of the distractions of 
the world should serve to quicken 
the spirit, to alert the spiritual 
senses, to sharpen the sense of 
prayer, to deepen the meditative 
Spirit so that we may appreciate 
Christ’s work and the meaning of 
His death and the depth of His 
love. 

With a keener spiritual per- 
ception, we cannot witness un- 
moved the thorn-crowned Savior 
hanging from the pulpit of the 
cross, and hear, unmoved, His 
cries echo down the centuries into 
our own heart. 

“I thirst.” “Son, behold Thy 
mother.” “My God, my God, why 
hast Thou forsaken ?” “Into 
Thy hands I commend my spirit.” 
“Father, forgive them, they know 
not what they do.” 











And because the fog of sloth 
and complacency and_ sensual 
seeking has been lifted by the 
self-control of sacrifice, our hearts 
yearn to return some small meas- 
ure of this titantic love of God for 
His sinful creatures; and because 
the quality of our prayer improves, 
a new humility enters our breast, 
a deeper compunction stirs our 
soul, a sincere contrition and 
sorrow at our sinfulness wells up 
in the mind, and even to the eyes, 
and we are purified. We love God 
better, and our neighbor more 
truly, and as ourself. 

All For Us! 

We realize with the prophet 
Isaias that “Surely He has borne 
our infirmities and carried our 
sorrows . . . He was wounded for 
our iniquities, He was bruised for 
our sins. The chastisement of our 
peace was upon Him, and by His 
bruises we are healed. The Lord 
hath laid on him the iniquity of 
us all. There is no beauty in him, 
nor comeliness, we have seen him 
.. . despised and the most abject 
of men, a man of sorrows, and one 
acquainted with infirmity.” 


- THE GLORIOUS MYSTERIES 


The Assumption of Our Lady 


What is this? 

Is it the world dead or dying? 
See, the streets, the lanes, 

The roads, the highways 

Are thronged with hearses 

And coffins and mourners. 

It seems that there before my eyes 


Are all the ways of burying the dead 
That man has known 
Since the beginning of the earth. 


Yet strange, 

The mourners are not mourning. 

Their faces are upturned 

To the skies. 

And there, where all and each gaze meets, 
She sits upon a throne, 

The assumed Mother of God and men. 

Yet no one saw her go to sleep, 

Nor being taken up, 

But in all faces 

Is a radiance 

That stems from her, 

And hope is being buried with the dead, 
All wrapped in the burial garment of faith, 
And mourners rejoice 

While weeping for their dead, 

For there, in flesh, is our Lady, 

Touchable to the fingers of faith. 





So purified, behold the resolu- 
tion that takes root in the soul! 
To lead a better life, a life that is 


dutiful, more considerate, 
loving! 

Is it not indeed, then, almost 
| miraculous what the Lord can 
; accomplish in the souls of men, 
at the cost of a Forty days Lenten 
observance, of little acts, of sacri- 
fice performed through love, and 
a prayerful cast of mind to lift the 


more 


eternal verities, taught and prac- 
tised, and paid for by our dear 
| loving Lord? 








“... BUT YOU MUST GIVE 
UP YOUR OWN SELF-WILL IN 
LITTLE THINGS AND GREAT. 
IF YOU GET YOUR WAY, 


IDOL TO NURSE; IF YOU 
GIVE IT UP, YOU HAVE 
GOD.” 

—Mother Stuart 

















Outer Circle 


Letter, No. 130 
By 
Catherine Doherty 














| Lent brings with it Calvary. No | 
|matter how immersed in the day- | 
to-day living we may be, it is hard | 
|to escape a sort of inner realiza- | 
|tion that there IS something dif- 
|ferent about these weeks. 

To many of us comes the desire 
to try and forget Calvary and all 
that it means, and to brush Lent 
out of our lives. But most of us 
sort of pause inwardly and try to 
take stock of things that truly 
matter. How this hurts, at times, | 
only the individual knows. 

And yet Lent, in a strange glori- 
ous way, is a joyous season. For | 
it is the completion of the crib, 
that grew slowly into the Cross 
... and brought us salvation and 
the Mass, the Sacraments, the 
Liturgy. If only we turn to it, our 
lives will be renewed as will our 
spiritual youth. And we will enter 
Easter with exceeding great joy. 
And know that all things hence- 
forth can be born by each of us, 
IF OUR LIVES ARE LIVED 
FROM MASS TO MASS in twenty- 
four hour stretches. 

For MASS is the very breath of 
our spiritual life. There we are 
face to face with the Lord of 
Hosts. There we become one with 
Him. Refreshed, strengthened be- 
yond our understanding, we once 
more can face whatever the day 
may bring. Bread and Wine for 
the soul. Love bending down to us. 
Love lifting .. . lifting us .. . ever 
higher to Himself. Until all things 
are right and well with us. For we 
have our being in Him already on 
this earth. 

Mass, the sum total of all our 
prayer life! Vocal, “With my voice 
I Thee praise” — Mental, “My 
mind is slowly absorbed in His... 
I begin to ‘see,’ to understand.” 
Contemplative. When unable to 
speak or think, we just “rest” in 
Him. 

All things come together in 
Mass. For man comes together 
with God. And in God all things 
are. The Mass is a mighty bridge 
that brings the Church — Milit- 
ant, Suffering, and Triumphant— 
together, in an unbreakable unity. 
In doing so, it brings us peace, 
strength, joy. For in Mass we 
realize, as yet darkly as in a glass, 
that there is no loss of our beloved 
... that we are not alone, that 
we walk in a goodly company of 
saints and martyrs. Life changes 
utterly and begins to make true 
sense to him who participates: in 
Mass daily. 

Horizons are wider than all the 
universe, for they span time and 
eternity. Love grows within the 
soul until finally its eyes see 








The glorified body is there 
To see and hope for. 


more decent, more honest, more | 


eyes of the soul and see clearly the | 


YOU GET A HIDEOUS LITTLE }| 


Her Assumption is the prefiguration 
Of what may happen to me 


If I gain heaven. 


Into the lifted hands of the living 
Who are burying their dead 


She drops a bead 


Composed of all the blues of heaven 
And shot through with light. 


The Crowning of Our Lady as Queen 


Gold, resplendent, 
Trimmed with gems 


| Beyond earth’s reckoning, 


And beauty shining like a thousand suns, 


| A woman 


And mankind 
Beholding in faith 


Kneeling at the throne of God! 


The crowning of one of its daughters! 
And many hear the echo of God’s words, 


For in the thunder 


That comes from everywhere and nowhere, 


God speaks and Says, 
“IT crown thee 

“My Mother, and 
“My daughter, and 
“My Spouse! 

“I crown thee 


“Queen of heaven and earth 


“And all the universe.” 
And on mankind 
Beads rain down 

Like graces. 

And each contains 


The blended beauty of all gems. 
And slowly the Queen of heaven 


Bends and threads 
These last beads 


| 
| Into the chain of caritas, 


Of God, 


And then she takes a dagger 


That pierced her heart 
And hangs it at the end. 
It is strangely cruciform. 
She lifts it to her Son 


And light seems to bless it, 


And lo, His likeness 
Is crucified on it. 


The Rosary is ended. 
He who prays it 
Becomes one 


With the earthly and heavenly life 


Of God 


And the gracious child-woman 


Who gave Him birth. 
Amen. Amen. 





Christ in all. Slowly, but oh, how 
surely, the whole person turns to 
God! And the spirit of the coun- 
sels, the Beatitudes, become simple 
and clear. And man becomes free 
. . . how free cannot be told... 
it has to be experienced. 

Lent is the commemoration of 
the Passion of Christ, a book of 
exceeding beauty for those who 
take time to read it. Lent is a 
song of love, the Mass of the day 
its theme. Slowly it unfolds its 
music pages filled with Christ’s 
love for us. To be so loved, calls 
for loving back. 

If only we began that “loving 
back,” our lives, those of our fam- 
ilies, our nation, and of all the 
world, would be changed and be- 
come Christo-centered instead of 
self-centered. The essence of it all 
can be found so easily, in any 
Parish Church, morning, noon, 
and now, in the evening — AT 
MASS. 

A few minutes in a quiet 
Church, following, participating 
in the Mass, through our Missal 
. . . preparing with the Priest to 
offer the Perfect Oblation, the 
Perfect Sacrifice, and with it our 
lives, our loves, our problems, our 
business. We plunge into the fire 
of the Mass, GOD . . . and come 
out a fire, a light, a flame, warm- 
ing our cold world .. . lighting its 
path home. 

Lent brings with it Calvary. Let 
us, then, arise and walk every 
step of these Lenten days until, 
standing with Mary under 
Christ’s Cross, we begin to love 
Him back ... as He should be 
loved ... and by that very loving 
restore His kingdom to Him too. 

The “walking,” with the slow 
beautiful days of Lent, must begin 
with the Mass — the fruit of Cal- 
vary, the fruit of the Cross. 














SUBSCRIBE TO— 


Madonna House 
Catholic 
Lending Library 
BY MAIL 


For Canada only—$1.00 a Year 


IT GIVES YOU A CHOICE 
from 
Six Thousand Adult Books 
and 
Three Thousand Juvenile Ones 


For Information write— 


MISS MARY KAY ROWLAND 
MADONNA HOUSE 
COMBERMERE, ONT. 


Good Books 


A good book is a wonder-thing 

That sets the spirit traveling 

Down strange exciting ways, 
and through 

New doors undreamed of hith- 
erto. 

It opens vistas to the eyes 

Where the happy, far-off dis- 
tance lies; 

It lifts the cares of every day 

When one is off and on his way. 

For oh, indeed, a heart can 
roam 

Through a good book, yet stay 
at home. 

A table, lamp, a chair, and he 

Absorbed in rhyme or mystery, 

Absorbed in words upon a 


page : 
Oo ws Youth, O seeking 
ge, 
Read books, good books, and 
you will find 
Adventure, and new worlds out- 


lined. 
—Grace Noll Crowell 
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Page Four 


Those Much Needed 


Missionary Tools 
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Louis Stoeckle, one of our lay} 
missionaries at Whitehorse,| 
Yukon, needs the following tools | 
— oor the money to buy them.) 
They are sorely needed by mis-| 
sionary priests. The prices are 
approximate. _ 

Cordwood saw frame 

16-ton jack screw 

Nails of every type, per keg 

Heavy duty 8” tilt arbor 
bench saw 

Portable power hand saw 50.00 

Portable electric drill 28.00 

Spoke shave : 

Jake plane t 

Rabbet plane 7.00 

Mitre box 10.00 

Plumb and level 4.00 

Bench grinder, complete 
with motor 

Bench vise 

Pipe vise 

Set of wood chisels 

Punch and cold chisel set 

Try and mitre square 

100’ steel tape 

Axes, each 

Hammers, assorted, each 

Automatic push drill 

and bits 
Large expansion auger bit 
Set of auger bits 
Set of round shank drills 
Cross-cut saw 
Swedish saws, 4 

each 
Hack saw 
Assorted hand saws, each 
Assorted pliers, each 3. 
Set of screwdrivers 
Set of steel wrenches 
Tin snips, assorted, each 
Set of pipe wrenches 
Blow torch 
Pipe cutters and threaders 
Set of assorted files 
Vise-grip pliers 
Assorted screws, nails, 

bolts 
Assorted pipe fittings 
Soldering iron, paste, 

wire solder 

He, and all of 
your prayers. 


$ 40.00 
12.00 
13.00 


100.00 | 


40.00 
15.00 
7.00 
5.00 
3.50 
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AN URBANITE 


(Continued from Page Two) 
prepared to defend myself against 
what I insisted was an imminent, 
concerted attack upon my person 
by a platoon of white Leghorn 
hens! 

Cowed By A — Cow? ° 

The only time Ronnie displayed 
any displeasure at my barnyard 
buffoonery was when I accom- 
panied him to Phil Larkin’s farm, 
where I was scheduled to learn 
how a cow was milked. I was 
standing in the middle of the 
farm drinking in the beauty of 
the surrounding hills and valleys 
and imagining how the birch, elm, 
and maple trees must have looked 
ablaze with kaleidoscopic Autumn 
colors! Suddenly I turned and 
stood frozen with terror. 

A raging bull was heading for 
me in full fury. With a piercing 
bellow of warning to Ronnie I 
bolted for the nearest fence. Only 
when safely on the other side did 
I turn to ascertain the fate of my 
companion. There in the middle 
of the field stood a very annoyed 
Nova Scotian trying to comfort 
what I later learned was a sad- 
eyed, badly frightened, Ayrshire 
cow. 

After this unnerving venture I 
tactfully suggested to Men’s Di- 
rector Parker that I be _ trans- 
ferred to some other type of work 
as my interests lay more in the 
intellectual than the agricultural 
aspect of the apostolate. Parker 
made some sort of facetious re- 
mark to the effect that if I just 
kept up the good work I would 
graduate from the chicken-coop 
to the pig-pen. 

“The day I am told to enter the 
pig-pen,” I snorted, “is the day I 
flee the bush.” 


ADDRESSES 


of our 
Canadian branches: 








MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA. 


MARIAN CENTRE, 
10528 - 98th STREET, 
EDMONTON, ALTA., 
CANADA. 


MARY HOUSE, 
WHITEHORSE, 
YUKON TERRITORY, 
CANADA. 
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Most Conventional 
fter a few weeks at Madonna 
Hoose the most extraordinary 
activities take on a conventional 
air. What one once thought fan- 
tastic and bizarre appears rather 
commonplace. 

Only the other day I was stand- 
ing in the yard looking across the 
Madawaska toward St. Cather- 
ine’s, the restful log cabin nestled 
among the pines, where the 





|priests stay. A couple of the staff 


workers walked by with an ex-| 
change of knowing smiles. 
It wasn’t until they had gone 


{some distance that I realized the| 


cause of their amusement. I, who | 


i\had vowed that I couldn’t, was 


'standing, with a pail of water, in| 
ithe middle of the pig-pen  sur-| 
‘rounded by a mass of oinking, | 
|snorting ugliness! 
| What was it the “B” had said? | 
|Oh yes! “Obedience is a salve to 
| the wounds of the Mystical Body.” | 


| 





\9 
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‘| Law of The Yukon 


| | 





A new film on the Catholic mis- 
sions in the Yukon Territory has| 
been edited by Fr. B. Studer, | 
|O.M.1., of the Vicariate Apostolic | 
of Whitehorse, Y.T., and is being | 
sold in many parts of the , weal 
land Canada. “The Law of The 
| Yukon.” 
| According to the Indian Record, 
\this is the English version of the} 
|French film, “La Loi du Yukon.” | 
It was prepared in the Ken Dare 
|studios of Hollywood, California. | 
|The narrative is by Mrs. Elaine | 
|Saint John, and the music is by} 
Chauncey Haines Jr. Marvin Mil-| 
ler is the narrator. 
“This film,’ says the Record, | 
“can be bought from Very Rev. | 
Msgr. Anthony J. Brouwers, Di- 
rector, the Pontifical Society for 
the Propagation of the Faith, 
1531 W. 9th St., Los Angeles. Cal. 
The price for the film is $360, 
U.S.A. 





| MY NEW PRISON 


By Diane Zdunich 


Here in the endless depths of Love 
I dwell, 

drinking, 

thinking, 

linking together a strange pattern 
of life. 

Old agony, 

you were but a crack into the wall 

of His kingdom. 

Pain slowly chiseled at the rock 

which was myself, 

and made a small crack. 

The slightest breath of life came 
through. 

My hungry soul was fed. 

And He grew. 

And now my delight is 

To see Him tear down this prison. 

His might is delicious, 

for as each chip falls 

the wound is sweet. 

He overfills the emptiness. 

He grows. 

He burns. 

His Love welds freedom. 

My new prison is infinity. 

Set See 


URGENT NEEDS 








(Continued from Page One) 
classes. 

Any old pots and pans? Any 
cookie sheets slightly bent? Any 
roasting pans? Kitchen utensils 
of any kind? The bigger the bet- 
ter! We have to cook for about 
FORTY PEOPLE DAILY, AND} 
AT TIMES FOR OVER A HUND- 
RED. 

Piece goods . . . left-overs from 
your -sewing . . . left-over wool 
from your knitting... thread... 
buttons ...soap...needles... 
toothpaste ... pieces of elastic... 
scissors ... all the old accumula- 
tions of a sewing box... a knit- 
ting bag. You may be going over 
this spring . . . unfinished em- 
broideries . . . embroidery cottons, 
etc., etc. We will be glad to have 
all these. We can use them. In- 
deed we can. 

Moving from house to apart- 
ment? Garden tools... any kind 
of tools . . . children’s books... 
adult books . . . picture frames 
(don’t bother taking out the old 
pictures either) .. . statues, re- 
ligious orticles . . . furniture. IF 
YOU LIVE IN TORONTO ... 
OTTAWA ... KINGSTON : 
BELLEVILLE, or other points we 
can reach by truck... write and 
we will come and fetch all you 
have to give away. 

IF YOU ARE MAILING AR- 
TICLES — ADDRESS THEM TO 
— MADONNA HOUSE, COMBER- 
MERE, ONTARIO, CANADA. IF 
YOU WISH TO SHIP BY RR. 
EXPRESS OR FREIGHT — AD- 
DRESS — MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, ONT., CANADA 
— VIA CANADIAN NATIONAL 
R.R., TO BARRY’S BAY, ONT., 
CANADA. IN BOND, RENFREW, 
ONT. WE ARE CUSTOMS-EX- 
EMPT, BEING A CHARITABLE 
INSTITUTION. SO PLEASE 
ALSO MARK ON THE PARCELS, 
“FOR CHARITABLE AND MIS- 
SIONARY PURPOSES ONLY.” 














et 





In our Marian Centre, Edmonton, Alta.,-dinner is always on the house. On Madonna House. That is, on 
your charity, which does so much for Madonna House and its two branches. Some days more than 200 hungry 
men are fed in Marian Centre. The cost is trifling, but the food is excellent. This is one of the many meals served 
there since last June. “What ye have done for these, My brethren.... ” 
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At Maryhouse, the Edmonton, 
Alberta, branch of our Madonna 
House Apostolate, 17,479 meals 
were served to hungry unemploy- 
ed men in the last seven months 
of 1955. Also 4,210 persons were 
supplied with clothing. Both food 
and clothing were begged. In the 
financial statement, made by Leo 
Ayotte, public accountant, there 
is this item— “Food and kitchen 
supplies, $258.73.” The men were 
given good hot stew, and plenty 
of it. It was a stew made of meat 
and vegetables. And it cost a little 
over a cent and a half per meal! | 
Of course that $258.73 was only} 
what Maryhouse had to spend, | 
and that money was donated. The | 
value of the food donated could | 
never be correctly figured this side | 
of heaven. The value of the cloth-| 
ing? Only the angels could tell | 
you that. Only the angels and the} 
men who got it! 








A Young Girl 
And A Mountain 


By 
Marilyn Williamson 











It was a day of days when I 
climbed the mountain. The ring 
of the alarm clock began the day. 
A groggy joke or two from the 
other applicants, a cold splash of 
water on the face, a carefully 
made bed — and then a chorus of 
colors, rose and gold and blue, 
calling the sun up over the gray 
Madawaska river! 

We walked to eight o’clock Mass 
at the parish church. It was a 
brisk, happy walk, the kind that 
has you singing with the rhythm 
of your steps. We were happy, 
with a peaceful and glorious hap- 
piness, that fitted nicely into the 
quiet church. 

Did You Hear It? 

“Shout with joy to God all the 
earth, sing ye a psalm to His 
name: give glory to His praise.” 
Indeed our little speck of earth 
called Combermere was shouting 
with joy to God — shouting with 
the Mystical Body in the Introit 
of the Mass. 

The sky was a deep and peace- 
ful blue when we walked home 
from Mass. Wisps of white clouds 
mingled with blue just as God’s 
breath had mingled with ours in 
Communion, a mystery deep and 
ee and peaceful like the 
sky. 

Joy filled the day, the joy and 
peace that we found in the morn- 
ing Mass. And that is how it was 
when I first saw the mountain. 


iclose to the ground, 


mountain the rhythm of the 
climb and bits of psalms joined 
together in a prayer of love and 
thanksgiving. “I lift my eyes to- 
ward the mountains. Sing to the 
Lord a new song. When I call out 
to the Lord he answers me from 
His holy mountain. Sing and give 
praise.” 

I was beginning to breathe 
faster. I took off my scarf. The 
snow had a crust on it making 
the climb strange. Sometimes I 
was on top of the snow. Some- 
times I was twelve inches in the 





snow. 
Through The Brush 


The brush was thick, adding | For the love of our mother, 
excitement and difficulties. Black | 
lacy branches decorated the white | 
snow as I looked up. I could not, 
see the top yet but I knew it was | For the strength of our Father, 


|For the strength of Thy Hand, 


somewhere in the maze of black 
lace. 

Then I encountered trees, slim 
birch trees, half an inch wide and 
about six inches apart from one) 
another. It wasn’t too hard to} 
squeeze between them. Have you| 


ever looked at birch trees closely? | 
Do sometime. You will see colors | 


of the sunrise reflected in a white | 
tree. 
A stop for breath, a look back) 





By 
Jose de Vinck 
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WE PRAISE THEI 


Photo by Ranson. 


yx the brightness of morn, 
thank Thee, Lord; 

For the light of Thy face, 
praise Thee. 

|For the splendor 
thank Thee, Lord; 


of noon, 





For the day of our birth, we thank | 


Thee, Lord; 

For our birth in the Spirit, 
praise Thee. 

For the joys of our youth, 
thank Thee, Lord; 


For the joys of Thy Spirit, 
praise Thee. 
thank Thee, Lord; 

For our Mother in heaven, 
praise Thee. 
thank Thee, Lord; 
praise Thee. 


Lord, 


But greater Thy glory in heaven. | F< 


For our bread and our wine, 


thank Thee, Lord; 


For Thy Flesh and Thy Blood, we | For the labor 


praise Thee. 


For the sun of Thy beauty, we 

praise Thee. 

‘For the quiet of dusk, we thank 

| Thee, Lord; 

|For the peace of Thy rest, 
praise Thee. 

| For the stillness of night, we 
thank Thee, Lord; 

|For the gift of Thy silence, we 

we; praise Thee. 

Give thanks to the Lord, O ye, His 
children; 

Give praise to the Lord for His 
Promise. 


we 
we 
we 


we 


we 
we 


For the comfort of love, we thank 
Thee, Lord; 


we 


|Great is Thy bounty on earth, O|For Thyself, who are Love, we 


praise Thee. 

yr the smile of a child, we thank 

Thee, Lord; 

we|For Thy smile in the manger, we 
praise Thee. 

of man, we thank 

Thee, Lord, 


to the lake, and ahead to the pine | For the air and the sun, we thank | For Thy labor on earth, we praise 


tree which was visible now. New| 


breath, new energy and a push/ For Thy breath and Thy light, we| For 


onward! Near the top it was very 
steep. I had to climb over a few | 
rocks, on all fours. With my eyes 
I noticed | 
animal tracks. And a few blue-| 
berry bushes, frozen but green, | 
pushing out of the snow. 

In a burst of glory and alleluias, 
and also in a burst of panting, I 
reached the top, the summit, my 
goal! All I could do after this 
great victory was fall flat on my 
back in the snow and puff. 

Climber’s Reward 

Slowly the rhythm of heavy 
breathing quieted. With eyes fresh 
and excited I gathered in my| 
reward! | 

A great expanse of black and 
green and white hills rolling off 
the edge of the horizon crowned 
the beautiful world. The jewels in 
the crown I saw with the eyes of | 





my soul, jewels that sparkled | 


with love and thanksgiving for 
the King Whose crown of creation 
I beheld. 

It is a humbling experience 
looking at Love’s creation in such 
immensity; humbling yet joyous 
and thrilling. 

Again through a quiet mind 
slipped a song of the Psalmist, a 
song sung countless years ago by 
a soul in love with Love and re- 
sung today by another soul in 
love. 

“You changed my mourning into 
dancing; 

You took off my sackcloth and 
clothed me with gladness, 

That my soul might sing praise 





You must understand that this 
really was not a mountain. It 
would be but a high steep hill to 
Combermere, but to me it was a 
mountain. 

A group of us went skating and 
tobogganing at St. Ann’s farm in 
the afternoon. That is how I 
found it — majestically rising out 
of the frozen lake, a pine tree on 
its tip for a crown. A king who 
had to be conquered! 

Onward And Upward 

Across the bumpy frozen lake 
I slid, the pine tree growing small- 
er and more difficult to see as I 
approached this mass of earth. 

“Who can ascend the mountain 
of the Lord?” Bits of psalms 
slipped quietly through my mind. 
After singing them every day in 
Prime and Compline I find them 
sneaking into my consciousness 





to you without ceasing; 
O Lord, my God, forever will I 
give you thanks.” 





GOOD WILL 











“A good will numbers God a- 
mong the heirs,” says Cardinal 
Manning. If you wish to include 
Madonna House among your ben- 
eficiaries, you may use the fol- 
lowing form in your will. 

“To the Lay Apostolate of Ma- 
donna House, Combermere, On- 
tario, Canada, I give, devise, and 
bequeath the sum of $ ” 

Or it might be something other 
than money you might wish to 
leave — clothing, tools, kitchen 
utensils, a house, a vacant lot — 
or even your eternal prayers for 





when my mind is quiet. All up the 





our welfare. 


Thee, Lord; 


praise Thee. 

For the coolness of water, 
thank Thee, Lord; : 

For the depth of Thy mercy 
praise Thee. 

For the length of our days, 
praise Thee, Lord. 

For Thy days without end, 
praise Thee. 


Give thanks to the Lord for His 


bounty to us, 
Give praise for 
heaven. ‘ 


His glory 


Thee. 
the coming of death, we 
thank Thee, Lord; 
we|For Thy death on the cross, we 
praise Thee. 
We | Give thanks to the Lord, O ye, His 
children, 
For the Lord is your Life, 
And the Lord is your Love. 
And blessed are those 
Who live-and who love. 
Give praise to the Lord for His 
Promise 
Of everlasting joy! Amen. 
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SOMEWHERE OVER THE RAINBOW 
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